PATCHWORK                                              "B"
Of all the flowers in the world I like balsams
least; tawdry and crude, although they manage to
struggle along even in the greatest heat, they never
look well or happy. One longs to give them a
strong tonic, or better still, root them up and throw
them on to the rubbish heap. I fancy I have much
the same feeling for balsams as Mrs. Hedges has for
Indians.
The garden appears to be still free of monkeys, so
the sweet-pea seedlings really have made some
growth.
The vegetables are doing well. Peas flourish
here, we are told, but not beans. At present our
beans look very well. I wonder when they will
begin to flag or to break out into spots.
This evening we have sat and read since our
usual walk in the garden: E. read aloud a little;
but Indian evenings are mysterious and frightening.
Always in this bungalow we hear the steady,
sinister drumming coming from the Temple of
Kali, the Goddess of Destruction, which is on the
outskirts of the native bazaar.
At times the noise gets louder, seems to come
closer and then recedes again; and sometimes> when
the breeze is blowing it away from us, it seems to
stop altogether and we heave a sigh of relief.
125